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DREAM CHINTZ. 



A WILD woodland glade u brightly illumi- 
nated by a stream of light from a moon shin- 
ing with all the lustre of a sumviei night, 
though its rays glisten on the crystal gems 
which the frost has hung amongst the leafless 
trees. There is a stillness round ; " Earth 
seems hushed in an angel's lap into a breath- 
less sleep, so still, that we can only say of 
things, they be." 

Suddenly the silence is broken by foot- 
steps trampling on the fallen leaves, which, 
rendered crisp by the frost, make a low, 
erunching sound, and tell tales of intruders 
in that silent glade. Toices mnrmor softly, 
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4 THE DBEAH CHINTZ. 

and, parting the branches which have ovm- 
grown the path, two beings emerge into the 
moonhght. One is a tall, gaunt lad of about 
fifteen, with long legs, which Beem so weak 
and slender that they bend beneath his 
weight. His fair hair hangs loose upon his 
shoulders, and in his large blue eyes there is 
a strange, wild expression ; yet so joyous, 
that his shuffling gait seems at variance with 
the brightiyss of his face and the buoyancy 
of his manner. His companion is some ten 
years his senior, and, though his countenance 
beams with intelligence, there is such deep 
lorrow fmd care in its every line that it forms 
a strilcing contrast to the lad by his side. 
" Hush ! " said the latter, holding up his 
finger ; " talk very gently, or we shall firighten 
them away. Do you see that ring there on 
the grass ? That's where they dance. Look, 
Hugh ! " 

" I see," answered Hugh ; " but," he con- 
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THE DREAH C H t tf T Z . 6 

tinued, smiling, "it is very cold for Fairies; 
I think they will scaicely come out such 
weather." 

" Pshaw! " answered the boy, impatiently. 
" Fairies do not think ahout weather ; they 
will come, I tell you," he said, holding up 
his finger, and speaking in a decided manner ; 
"they come on New Year's eve to tell what 
they hare all been doing during the past year, 
and receive from their Q.ueen fresh orders for 
the next. O, they are such good little things, 
— so industrious, so kind, — and they do 
help people — so help them out of all their 
troubles, at least those people who deserve 
it, such as try to get on themselves, and to 
help one another, and that are kind to birds, 
and beasts, and insects; for do you know 
tkep are sometimes Fairies themselves. I 
would not tread on a worm, or hurt, indeed, 
any insect for the world." 

"No, poor boy," said his companion, kind- 
le 
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ly patting him on the shoulder; "you woold 
not harm any thing, I know." 

" Hush ! " exclaimed the boy, interrapting 
him, as the moon, which had been shadowed 
by a cloud, broke forth again ; " don't speak ; 
there they are ! " 

Again the same kind but sceptical smile 
stole over the young man's face ; but he 
ceased speaking in obedience to the boy's 
command. There was a moment's pause; 
and thea he said, in a low, eager whisper, 
with his lai^e eyes distended and fixed upon 
the Fairies' ring, — 

" That's the ^ueen with her bright crown ; 
and see, how she is giving diadems to all 
those who have been at work all the long 
year. Now wait, and you'll see alt those go 
away, and she will call others to her, and tell 
them what they must do. Some she sends 
to the sick, some to the poor, some to the 
wretched ; and then, on New Year's day, if 
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they have done well and minded all her 
orders, she lets them stay in Fairy-land 
always, and gives them jewelled crowns like 
her own, only not quite so bright. Those 
outside the ring, with their wings drooping, 
and no crowns on their heads, are such as 
have done mischief in the world, instead of 
good. They are all banished ; she will not 
hare them in her bright land, do you see ? 
Now stay, Hugh ; in a moment you'll see all 
those who are going on their different errands 
fly away. Look ! look 1 there they go. 
Hark ! what a rushing sound their wings 
make!" And, gazing up into the blue vault 
of heaven, he pointed to a light, feathery 
cloud, which was scudding along ; and then, 
slightly shuddering, he put his arm through 
his friend's, and said, " We will go, if you 
like, now ; it is cold." 

Hugh, who had been standing by his side 
in silent abstraction for some moments, roused 
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6 TH£ DREAM CHINTZ. 

by the boy's action, answered, " Yes, Walter, 
my boy, it is indeed cold ; we are rery silly 
to stay here at all. Let us go." Aad again 
they pushed their way through the branches, 
which had laced themselves together in an 
almost impassable barrier across the pathway, 
and walked on at a quick pace. 

" You are not silly," said the boy, as if 
suddenly recollecting the last speech ; " I am 
silly, — people call me so, at least, — but do 
you know I think they are much more so, 
for they often cry and are miserable, and 
some of them quarrel and fight, and spend 
all their money, so that they starve ; but I 
don't. I'm never miserable ; I never cry, or 
quarrel, or fight, and keep all my money in a 
money-box," he added in a whisper; and 
then, bursting into a bright, musical laugh, 
said, " That's wise, isn't it ? — not silly." 

" True, dear Walter, true ; would that you 
could instil such wisdom into those who, 
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' wise in their ova conceit,' call you silly, — 
could make me, boy, amongst the rest, pos- 
sessor of half your cheerful spirit — p your pure 
faith, which, nothing doubling, goes on its 
way rejoicing, beliering of good to come, 
however dark and gloomy the {Resent may 
be." 

Half in soliloquy had this been uttered, for 
Hugh knew the entire sense of such a speech 
could not reach the darkened understanding 
of his half-witted companion ; but in part he 
was mistaken, for the boy replied immedi- 
ately, as though the import of the words, at 
least, he understood. 

" It is the Fairies' doing ; they make Wal- 
ter such' a merry boy. They used to rock 
my cradle when I was a poor sick baby and 
could not sleep ; and would come and scare 
away the goblins that used to grin at me. O, 
I was never frightened when the Fairies were 
with me ; and they used to whisper to me in 
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the 6tiU night, and promise me they would 
Derer let me vant, and nerer let me be 
miserable ; and have tiiey not kept their 
word ? Ain't I a happy boy ? 0, they do 
take such care of me ! " 

" Do you not think it is some One higher 
and mightier who takes care of you, Wal- 
ter?" 

" 0," said the boy, staring vacantly at 
him. " Yes, you mean God, whom Father 
and Mai^ret kneel to and say prayers to. 
Yes, I know ; Margaret says He lets me see 
the Fairies to make me contented and happy, 
for that she cannot see them ; but I don't 
quite understand about that. O, did you see 
that hare bop past t " he continued, -with his 
voice restored to its usual gay tone ; " what 
a pity they kill them, isn't it ? We are just 
at home now, are we not ?" 

They were descending a somewhat sleep 
hill, which led to the village, and the fires 
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were gleaming through some of the cottage 
windows, looking a cheering welcome from 
the sharp, cold night. The tower of the 
charch was illuminated by the moon, till 
each pane of glass looked like an opal ; the 
old, old chmvb, in which lay monmneots of 
noble knights and high-bom ladies of centu- 
ries ago, their effigies upon their tombs, and 
their names so effaced by the ruthless hand 
of Time, as to afford full scope for antiqua- 
ries to suppose them any one they pleased. 
There, too, was lecorded how, " beneath this 
stone, lay some wealthy lord, of later date, 
and his lady and infant son ; " and by the 
* side of their tablet, graven with care, and 
bearing above it the arms of the noble family, 
was the plain stone, which the village mason 
had chiselled, telling how death had laid 
low " Thomas Ditton, many years black- 
smith of this parish ; also Ruth, his wife." 
In the churchyard were tombstones moulder- 
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ing away, and some gleaming foith in the 
moonlight, just erected ; and here and there 
the neatljr-kept graves of some whose friends 
were too poor to raise a stone above their 
resting-place, — -only a little rustic cross 
planted in the low mound to mark the spot, 
— their names and their good deeds en- 
graven alone on the hearts of those they have 
left behind. 

Hugh and his poor friend live very near 
the church. Hugh's house comes first ; and 
when he approaches it, he says, " Shall I go 
on with you, Walter; or can you go by 
yourself?" 

"O, by myself; Margaret never shuts the ■ 
shutters till her Walter comes home, that he 
may see the light twinkle ; and when I get 
just about here, I sing, and she opens the 
door her own dear self, and waits for me. 
Stay now, and you'll see," he said, as they 
arrived at Hugh's cottage. And he began a 
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low, wild air, with aQ exquisite melody, 
which he sang in that bright, beautiful voice 
peculiar to boys. 

Tiuly as he said, he had uttered but a bar, 
when the door opened quickly, and a figure 
was revealed by the red light of a large fire, 
which stood waiting, cold and keen though 
the wind blew. The boy went on at a quick 
pace, still chanting his wild song, and Hugh 
continued watching him, for it was very 
touching, that scene : the moon bathing the 
village in its flood of cold, clear light, — the 
open cottage door, with that young girlish 
figure standing there to welcome her poor 
simple brother, — and his sweet voice sound- 
ing in the still night and fading gradually 
away, — was beautiful to see and hear ; at 
any rate, Hugh seemed to think so, for he 
stood there after the door was closed, and 
until the shutters were closed, too, and 
the cottage enveloped in darkness j — then, 
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with a heavy sigh, he enteied his owa 
dwelling. 

We will follow Walter. There was, in- 
deed, a cheering blaze to welcome and to 
warm him ; a wood fire threw its ruddy 
glow over the room, which was large, com- 
modioas, and comfortably furnished. It was 
carpeted all over with a dark crimson drug- 
get ; a round table stood in the centre of the 
room, of mahogany, with strange twisted 
legs, covered with Ma^aret's work and some 
books and papers ; against the wall, which 
was hung with a gayly patterned paper, stood 
another table, on which was arranged some 
old china, several shells, and some stufi'ed 
birds in a glass case ; this, too, was of ma- 
hogany, with distorted limbs. Over the 
mantel-piece, which was loaded with old 
china also, was a kind of panorama of Wind- 
sor, and about the room were several por- 
traits of the old Royal Family, — every thing 
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being profusely decorated with mistletoe and 
holly. An arm-chair, bearing the same date 
as the tables, stood close to the fire ; the 
sides of the hearth were Dutch tiles; and 
large iron dogs supported the logs of wood 
which were blazing and crackling so cheeri- 
ly ; the rug was composed of colored cloth 
sewn together, and on it lay a large Persian 
cat ; an eight-day clock filled one corner of 
the room, and a corner cupboard the other, 
through the glass doors of which glittered a 
quantity of glass and china. Both these 
articles were also of mahogany, and might 
have served the most coquettish young lady 
for a mirror. Over the door which opened 
to the road, and across the window, were 
drawn crimson curtains; and another door, 
partially open, revealed a bed-ioom, seem- 
ingly furnished with as much comfort as the 
sitting-room ; beyond this was the kitchen, 
divided from it only by a small passage, in 

DignzBd J, Google 



16 THE DBEAK CHIHTZ. 

which were the stairs leadiog to the upper 
rooms. 

As the boy entered, and his sister closed 
and barred the door after him, and drew over 
it the curtain which so completely excluded 
the keen air, an old man came from the inner 
room, and, seating himself in the arm-chair, 
held out his hand to Walter. He took it 
directly ; and then, sitting down on the floor, 
at his father's feet, he lifted the cat into his 
lap and began to fondle it. 

" Well, Walter, love," said his sister, com- 
ing up to him and removing the wraps she 
had enveloped him in before he went out, 
"did you see them?" 

" O, yes, Mai^aret ; numbers and numbers. 
Here, listen ; " and drawing down her beauti- 
ful head to a level with his mouth, he 
whispered something to her. She disen- 
gaged herself huniedly from him with a 
flushed face, and left the room to ■■ put away 
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his things," she said. She was soon back, 
and on ber retnm the old mui said, — 

" Prayers, and bed, Maigaret." 

" Yes, father." 

duickly and neatly she folded and put 
away her work, the books and papers, piuhed 
the table near him, lighted two candles in 
massive plated candlesticks, extinguished a 
small lamp at which she had been working, 
opened a lai^ Bible, and rang a little hand 
bell on the shelf At its summons appeared 
an elderly woman, dressed with the cleanli- 
ness and plainness of those old times when 
servants took a pride in their honest service, 
and liked to look like a; servant, and not a 
would-be lady, • 

" Prayers, Hetty," said Margaret. 

"Very well, miss." 

She closed the inner door, and seated her- 
self at a respectful distance from her master 
and mistress. Margaret took a chair opposite 
2* 
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18 THE DREAM CHIRTZ. 

to hei iather, and beckoned Walter to her. 
He laid down the cat, and, coming to her, 
knelt close beside her, nestling his head on 
her bosom like a child. 

This tittle family was a source of con- 
tintiRl gossip and conversation in the vill^e, 
for the old man was as universally disliked 
as his interesting children were liked. He 
was feared, too, by one and all, so that few 
visitors ever crossed his threshold to enliven 
the long winter or enjoy the delicious sum- 
mer. He was very clever, very morose ; 
spoke seldom, always in short sentences, and 
always sternly, save to his daughter. In her 
seemed centred all the good in his dispo- 
sition ; all tendemess,*all devotion, all affec- 
tion in his nature, he poured forth lavishly 
on this idol. He was kind to the boy, — 
at least, he tried to be, — but it always ap- 
peared an effort to him ; not so bis love for 
his daughter — that was his one absorbing 
thought. 
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His youth had been deroted to obtaining 
independence ^8o it was said, at least. As 
a young man, he had scarcely permitted 
himself the necessaries of life ; out of ev- 
ery penny he got he saved a hal^nny, and 
continued this course of saving till by some 
. «xtraordiQary chance he married. There was 
a mystery about his maniage, as there was 
about him altogether ; he was an enigma no 
oue could solve. And how his young and 
pretty wife came to marry him, no one could 
tell ; at any rate, he was kind to her: he did 
not stint her, though he continued bis own 
system of abstinence — that was a confirmed 
habit. He went on the "even tenor of his 
way," still making and saving money (he was 
an optician by trade) until his wife's death. 
That he took calmly, dispassionately, as he 
did every thing else; wore mourning the ac- 
customed time, but was never seen to weep 
or heard to lament ; — nor was he more 
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movecl when told the infant she had leA 
ebowed sTmptoms, when two years old, of 
a weak intellect. 

Every one said he must be made of stone ; 
that he loved nothing ; was incapable of feel- 
ing an earthly passion ; but they were stran- 
gers. They saw not how love, the deepest, ■ 
most engrossing love, shone out of his pale 
gray eyes upon the little fairy who played 
about bis dwelling, his lovely tittle girl ; 
how tears^ay, tears — would roll down bis 
cheek, tears of admiration and of love, as he 
watched her care of her simple brother. For 
her he altered his style of livipg, and made 
his little dwelling as comfortable as he could ; 
too much be loved her, for in the creature 
he forgot the Creator. 

As she grew up she was good and dutiful 
to him, but there was no affection in her 
heart towards him to repay his unbounded 
love; this ht^ been his bane through life. 
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He had never inspired a responsire attach- 
ment. No ; as he loved her, she loved her 
brother. 0, who can doubt the one great 
Power, who reflects for an instant on the 
Tvonderful ordering of events, the unerring 
wisdom and mercy with which the back is 
fitted to the burden, the wind tempered, to 
the shorn lamb ! The idiot boy had no 
mother; but God had raised in his sister's 
heart a love as pure and strong, a devotion 
as unselfish as untiring. He had sent him 
forth in the world without intellect ; but He 
had supplied its place with a happy, joyous 
spirit, which led him along a bright and 
flowery path, where he neither knew nor 
understood danger or sin. It was as ex- 
traordinary as beautiful to witness the ex- 
treme care with which Margaret managed, 
that nothing sad or distressing should ruffle 
the happy, peaceful current of the boy's life. 
To every thing she gave a cheerful name, a 
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pleasant meaning. When he was restless and 
excited, she would tell him stories suited to 
his capacity, which always soothed and qui- 
eted him ; and they were about people good 
and happy, never wicked or miserable — 
those were words of which he only knew 
the name. 

Indiscreet neighbors would sometimes speak 
in his presence of some sad quarrel, or some ' 
wretched poverty in the village j and Mar- 
garet would instantly turn to him with a 
bright smile to counteract the gloomy im- 
{Hression, and say, " That was because they 
were 'unwise,'" which was the word^she 
always substituted for wicked. 

And at othe^ times, when be would ask 
her, somewhat sadly, if he were " silly," she 
would laugh out merrily and tell him, " No, 
indeed ; wise, very vise ; for he was good, 
and that was true wisdom." 

Fondly, as I have said, were the brother 
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and sister lored in the village, and all wem 
bind to the poor, gentle-hearted boy ; qo 
one teased, no one laughed at him, but 
kindly humored his belief in the Fairies 
he thought watched over him ; so much so, 
indeed, that when they found out that one 
of his fancies was, that if he left a basket in 
the wood the Fairies would fill it for him, 
the basket never more came home empty, 
and the children in the village employed all 
their leisure time in making things to put 
into " poor dear Walter's basket," amply re- 
paid for their trouble by the glee with which 
he would come running home, and show the 
treasures the good Fairies had given him. 

I have said few people ever crossed the 
threshold of Mr, Ford's dwelling ; but 
amongst those few, and seemingly a more 
favored one than any, was Hugh Ripley. 
He had taken a great interest in Walter, and 
the boy's affectionate nature never forgot a 
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trifling act of kindness Hugh oace rendered 
him ; aad meeting him one afternoon with 
bis father, he ran up to him, and seizing his 
band, said, " Father, this is the gentleman 
who was so kind to Walter; ask him to 
come and see us." 

Unable to refuse this request in his pre»- 
ence, Ford tendered the invitation, and at 
the first visit discovered a high intellect 
and aa agreeable companion in bis new 
friend, and one who took a great interest 
in science and mechanism. From that mo- 
ment he was a constant inmate of their 
house, and Hugh little thought that a sim- 
ple service rendered to a poor idiot boy 
would prove one of the most important 
events of his life. 

But to return to the Fords. Their ac- 
customed devotions ended, they all retired 
to rest ; the inhabitants of the primitive vil- 
lage had loi^ been in their first sleep ; but 
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tbere vna one waking, and on his solitude 
ve will now intrude. Hugh Ripley rented 
a room in the email cottage where we left 
him. It was kept by a merry little old 
woman, who called herself Mrs. Hopwood. 
To the "Mrs." she had aot the least right; 
but, havii^ arrived at the interesting age 
of sixty, she thought it might be thought 
"odd" to let her rooms to single young 
gentlemen, and so came to Woodcote and 
took this cottage, adding to the dignity of 
her name by a title which implied that she 
had once possessed a Mr. Hopwood. She 
was a good-hearted, happy-tempered little 
body, as erer lired ; rery ignorant, so much 
jK>, that she quite provoked Hugh ; for she 
dearly loved to chatter, and would sit with 
the parlor door open, lying in wait for him 
as a spider for a fly ; and then she would 
pounce out and talk, as he called it, " such 
awful nonsense," that she sadly disturbed 
8 
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the serenity of his temper. When he wu 
ID good spirits, — which, alas! was very set- 
dotn, — he had a very artful way of getting 
rid of her ; he had his suspicions respectit^ 
that same Mr. Hopwood, so wouJd ask her 
some question relating to him, which inva- 
riably sent the old lady back into her parlor 
in double-quick time, and her excuses for 
breaking off the conversation were very in- 
genious. 

On this night he had hoped, by the late- 
ness of his return, to escape her; but she 
was an old-fashioned body, and had sat up 
to see the old year out. He was caught, 
as usual ; however, a well-timed inquiry, 
respecting Mr. Hopwood, occasioned Mrs. 
Hopwood to hear a noise, which " soimded 
like the cat at the milk," and hastily wish- 
ing him good night, she returned into her 
room, — and we shall find him ascending 
the staircase to his own room, the only 
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apartmeDt his wretched means would al- 
low. 

Hngh Ripley was the only son of his 
father, who died when Hugh was very 
young, and left him to bear the many an- 
noyances occasioned by an ill-tempered and 
miserly mother. And wretched enough bad 
been the youthful days of poor Hugh, giving 
that melancholy tinge to his feelings which 
he exhibited in his riper years — the invari- 
able effect of an unhappy childhood. All 
the amusements in which other children de- 
lighted were denied him, as too expensive ; 
and at a very eaily age she sent him forth 
to seek his own living in the world, say- 
ing, " she could not afford to keep him in 
idleness." 

Poor hoy 1 his trials and rebuffs were 
many ; he had been brought up to no pro- 
fession, but had a great taste for drawing, 
which he hoped would serve him ; but, like 
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every thing elae, it required money and in- 
fluence ; and, at length, when all his efiForta 
failed, and he had begun to despair, he found 
employment as a designer to a large chintz 
manufactory, near a country village, and, 
taking the lodging above mentioned, he 
begaa to wwk with renewed eneigy; for, 
though the lemuneiation was small, it was 
better than idleness — better, far better, than 
home. 

And DOW Hugh laid his hand geatly on 
the lock of the door, Euid turned it softly, aa 
though he feared to awake some one withiu ; 
and then, peeping in before he entered, he 
said in a whisper, — 

" Ah ! there he is at his old work ; now 
I'll have him." 

He crept into the room, and, seizing a 
ruler, prepared to hurl it at a little mouse, 
who was most busily engaged in gnawing 
the edges of a la^e portfolio placed against 
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the wall. Hugh's entrance disturbed the lit- 
tle animal, and it raised its bright black eyes 
to his face vith a glance which, to Hugh's 
fancy, seemed imploring mercy ; so he laid 
down the ruler on the table, saying, — 

" There, poor little thing, I'll let you live ; 
go back to your hole ; and if you are a 
Fairy, as poor Walter says, do me a good 
turn in exchange, that's all." 

And flinging himself in a chair, before the 
fire, he put his feet on the fender, and, rest- 
ing his elbows on his knees, ran his long, 
thin fingers through his hair, and gazed into 
the fire with the earnestness of one who 
thought he could therein read his fate. 

" Margaret I " he said at last, half aloud, 
" Margaret ! Fool that I am to dare to love 
her ; and yet — why not ? — the love of 
goodness is implanted in our natnres, and 
takes the strongest root in the best hearts. 
Why, then, should I call it daring, when I 
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lore and nirerence it clothed in an angel's 
form ? What could I not bear if she were 
here to lighten my toil, to brighten the 
gloomiest dwelling t Sometimes she sniles 
on me so kindly ! Would she, could she, 
love me ? and if so, to what end ? — to bring 
her to such a home as this — one miserable 
room ? Well, if she loved me, that would 
not be wretched to her," 

He paused, and, raising his head, looked 
round the room — a strange one, truly, to 
bring a fair young bride to. A striped calico 
curtain concealed a small bedstead and thfee- 
cornered wash-hand stand, and converted the 
rest of the apartment into a sitting-room, in 
which stood a table, covered with drawing- 
paper and pencils, a pewter pot and blue 
{^te, an inkstand, and a newspaper : a chest 
of drawers opposite the fireplace was also 
covered with various articles, such as a glass, 
a razor case, a brush and comb, and a beau- 
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tifiil little vase filled with chryBanthemmna, 
holly, and lauristinas, an alabaster figure, and 
a velvet cap : two chairs completed the fur- 
niture. The room was only partially ca> 
peted, and a thin mnslih curtain hung across 
the window. On the mantel-piece stood 
some unfinished water-color drawings ; and 
a larger canvas on the floor, leaning against 
the wall, was covered with female figures, 
all exactly alike — all bearing tbe lineaments 
of that form which had waited so patiently 
for Walter. His inspection ended, Hugh 
muttered an impatient 

" Pshaw ! what an idiot I am, and a self- 
ish one, too I Drag her down to this ! No, 
indeed; that proud old father — would he 
consent to such a thing, were even she con- 
tent i No, I must toil on, hopelessly, mis- 
erably, and to what end ? Again I say, to 
support an existence I would much rather 
were not prolonged. Why do I live ? That 
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is a grand mystery. I am neither happy 
myself, nor do I form the happiness of an- 
other. I am of no use, only cumbering tha 
ground, and taking, from those who need it so 
much more, the money my employers pay me ; 
for work, too, which hrings me neither for- 
tune nor fame. Night after night I lie down 
on that wretched bed, and feel that another 
day is passed and I hare done nothing — 
nothing to benefit myself or others; only 
earned a few shillings to support a useless 
and troublesome existence. O Walter, my 
boy, how are you to be envied ! you, with 
yooi light heart and simple ^th, by such as 
me, whose life is one long struggle between 
doubt and belief. I s^e the Omnipotent 
Wisdom which formed the planets and 
guides them in their course ; which orders 
the changing seasons, and gives to the tini- 
est insects instinct for their preserration. I 
see the Mighty Power which sets bounds to 
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the oceaa, and bids the wares be still ; which, 
from the insignificant seed, brings forth beau- 
teous flowers, and from the small acoiD the 
giant oak; and still I am ever weighed 
down with the feeling of my own useless- 
ness, and the oft-recurring question, Why do 
Hive? 

"Heigho! Poor Walter! he thought I 
saw the Fairies to-night, and could no 
longer donbt his innocent belief. [ wish 
his Fairies would come to my aid, I'm 
sure. This oSer for the best design for a 
Chintz — shall I try that? It will be my 
fortune, if I succeed. Ah ! if I should t 
— No, no! better not to try, than try and 
&il. It's a pretty notion about Fairies. 
Ah ! another year, Hugh, over your head. 
There are the bells, God bless you, my 
gentle Margaret, and send you many happy 
years. The Fairies dance to those chimes, 
I suppose ; how beautiful they sound 1 
Fairies — " 
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Loud and clear, and then fading away 
till they could scarce be heard, the bells 
continued. 

Hugh munnured a few more words ; 
his bead dropped slightly forward, but he 
moved not from his position. 

The bells had ceased ; . the last chime 
had died away on the still air, loaTiug the 
echoes to slumber again, when Hugh heard 
a slight rushing sound, like a soft summer 
breeze. He raised his head, and his room 
seemed filled with smoke or vapor, which 
emitted a powerful scent, like multitudes 
of flowers. He tried to move, but he felt 
bound to his chair, and the dense vapor op- 
joessed his chest so that he could scarcely 
breathe. This painful sensation lasted but 
a few moments ; the film seemed gradually 
and imperceptibly to vanish, though the 
strong perfume of the flowers grew even 
more powerful ; and he heard a faint sound, 
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which, growing louder by degrees, resem- 
bled the singiDg of numberless birds. In an- 
other instant the vapor was gone. No wonder 
he smelt flowers and heard singing birds, for 
there — in his room — stood countless little 
beings, some laden with baskets filled with 
flowers, others bearing gold cages, contain- 
ing birds of erery variety of plumage. From 
the group before him advanced one entirely 
clothed in brown, with a profusion of long, 
silky brown hair falling over her shoulders. 
She came close to the astonished and speech- 
less Hugh, and in a br^ht voice, so clear 
that it rang in his ear like the sound of 
many bells, said, — 

" Many thanks, good Master Ripley. Fai- 
ries are not mortal, and never forget a kind 
act, be it ever so trifling ; we owe you grat- 
itude for two, and are come to pay the debt. 
First, you performed a service fw our &iend 
Walter : we saw you ; we were hidden 
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amotigst the trees in the wood ; and yoo 
may be sure would hare guided the hoy 
home, but we wished to find how far you 
deserved our aid. O, how glad we were 
when you ted him so kindly through the 
mazes of the wood ! — right glad, for we 
are never so pleased as when we know a 
poor mortal has won for himself a gleam of 
happiness, by a kind action to a fellow-crea- 
ture. This your patient toil, yomr faithful 
love, and, finally, your disinterested act of 
mercy to me, — the little mouse, who was 
destroying your property, — complete our 
determination to do you good service in r^ 
turn. But no one can or will help those 
who ought to help themselves. Banish, 
therefore, the unworthy tenuits of your no- 
ble heart — Despair and Doubt; and remem- 
ber, Hugh Ripley, that it is better to tbt 

AND FAIL, THAN HOT TO TET AT ALL. WatCh 

well the Fairies' work." 
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The voice ceased, and the Fairy vanisbed; 
still Hugh, spelt-bound, gazed at the move- 
ments of those tiny beings, who seemed to 
fill and more than fill his room. Tery busy 
they all were, flitting about backwards and 
forwards, and seeming to talk together in 
musical strains, which sounded to him like 
the constant repetition of "Maigaret." At 
length their actions appeared less confused, 
and Hugh observed that they had erected 
a frame, in which, with exquisite taste, 
several of the Fairies were grouping the 
birds and flowers, which the rest were band- 
ing to them. Nimbly their fingers moved, 
and stronger grew the perfume of the flow- 
ers; for the fanning of the Fairies' wings 
wafted it to Hugh; till at last, their labor 
finished, they moved from before the frame, 
and stood grouped on either side of it, display- 
ing to Hugh — the wonder-struck Hugh — a 
perfwt and exquisite Chintz pattern. 
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For a moment a torrent of thoughts over- 
powered him ; the great prize for the beat 
Chintz was his ; no mortal could devise one 
like that. He was wealthy — famous — 
Margaret was his bride — she loved him, was 
proud of him. Tears, hot tears, dimmed 
his eyes ; he gasped for breath, and en- 
deavored to move from his seat. The picture 
faded, the frame alone remaining; and in 
its place was a window, a thin muslin cur- 
tain, and the faint light of daybreak. He 
started to his feet, trembling with agitation. 

It was a dream ; only a dream, it is true ; 
but what a dream ! Vividly he remembered 
the beautiful pattern he had seen : he could 
draw it ; he knew he could. With burning 
brow and panting heart he lighted a candle, 
and eagerly began his task, closing his eyes 
occasionally to recall his vision; and as he 
found how well his memory served him, 
and saw growing under his pencil the ex- 
nuisite croups of flowers and birds, his ex- 
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citement became alarming, and on its com- 
pletion he uttered a low moan, and fell 
heavily from his chair. 

" Many happy New Years to you, my 
own dear Walter," said a sweet voice at the 
boy's bedside. 

"0,"he said, Btarting, "time to get up; — 
many to you, Margery, many to you, and to 
some one else, Margery. I am going to get 
up quickly now, and tell him how much I 
wish him happy years ; and then I am go- 
ing in the wood to fetch my New Year's 
gifts; they are sure to be there, Margaret." 

" Yes, love, quite sure," answered Mai^arcL 
"You'll wait till after breakfast, though." 

" Breakfast ! do I want breakfast ? " 

" 0, certainly ; and I have something so 
nice, because it is New Year's day." 

" Ha ! ha ! then," laughed thfe boy, " I 
shall be sure to stay for breakfast ; I won't 
be long." 
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Margaret went down stairs and busied her^ 
self in making the tea, placed her father's 
arm-chair in its accustomed place ; and then, 
opening the window, which seemed made of 
ground glass with the frost, she looked up 
the village. Cold as it was, it was brilliant- 
ly £ne ; and Margaret stood some moments 
at the window, and was just about to close 
it, when a young voice called her name. 

" Margaret, how do you do ? A happy 
New Year. Here's a bunch of flowers out 
of our own garden for Walter ; and we are 
going up now," she said, in a lower tone, 
" me and four or five more, to fill his basket 
with lots of things." 

"Thank you, Susey dear, thank you so 
much ; I am glad I have seen you, for I have 
something for the basket, too." And she 
took from tier pocket a comforter, knitted 
for him bytierself, and gave it to the little 
gir). By this time her little companions 
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joined her. Margaret closed the window, 
and listened with a pleased smile to their mer- 
ry little voices as they died away in the dis- 
tance: she was soon joined by her father 
and brother, and they began their morning 
meal ; the boy talking and laughing gayly 
in his wild and joyous manner, which Mar- 
garet kept encouraging ; while Ford sat by 
gloomily and sadly, but occasionally giving 
a beaming look of love to his daughler. 
The moment breakfast was over, Walter 
prepared to go out. 

"Where ace you going, boy?" asked bis 
father. 

" To Hugh Ripley's, and then to see my 
friends." 

The boy went out. Margaret took her 
work, her father began to write, and there 
was a long, unbroken silence. It was dis- 
turbed at length by a low knock at the door, 
which made the blood rush to Margaret's 
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fiice ; and, hastily arranging her hair, she 
opened the door and admitted Hugh Ripley. 
She started when she saw him. Why ? Be- 
cause a change was in his face, which she 
could not account for : he was pale, deadly 
pale ; but there was in every line of his 
countenance a loftiness she had never before 
witnessed ; a radiance in his eyes, which 
gave to them an expression they had before 
wanted ; the light of hope beamed in them 
BOW. He did not speak to Margaret, only 
warmly shook her by the hand ; and, advan- 
cing to Ford, wished him, kindly, " many 
happy years." 

" Ah ! my friend, had your wishes power, 
they would bring me what I never knew. 
You will dine with us to-day ? " 

"I ehaU be very happy. I have been 
very foolish this morning," he continued, 
half turning to Margaret, " positively faint- 
ing away." 
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O, how his heart beat, aa Margaret laid 
her hand on his arm in the impulse of the 
moment and looked anxiously in his face ! 

" I am better now," he said, with a ten- 
derness he had never before ventured to as- 
same, " much better, and shall do justice to 
your hospitality to-day." 

She hastily withdrew her hand, and muiv 
muring something about dining at three, and 
going to find Walter, hurried out of the 
room. 

" Then I will be here punctually at three," 
said Hugh to Ford. 

" Do f do ! " he answered ; " you may 
never dine with me again." 

" On another New Year's day, sir ? No, 
perhaps not ; God knows where this time 
twelvemonth may Jind us." 

" Nor this time twelve hours," said Ford. 

"True, sir, true ; that is a very proper re- 
flection, but not one to indulge in gloomily : 

D.g.-«i ,.Googk 



44 THE DREAM CHINTZ. 

Trherev^r it finds us, so that our lamps are 
trimmed, it cannot mucb signify." 

" The only happy moment, my friend, is 
when our lamps are put out, depend on it." 

" O, do not say so, air ! Perhaps I might 
hare agreed with you yesterday ; but to-day 
I am an altered man. I have learnt a lesson, 
I will tell you all about it after dinner." 

" Tell me now," said the old man, mors 
eagerly than he ever spoke; "tell me now; 
I would gladly know what could make any 
one wish to live. What is life but one 
long, yearning wish, one long, hopeless strug- 
gle for a happiness which we know we shall 
never obtain ; even pleasure exists but in an- 
ticipation. From our earliest childhood ve 
cry for a toy, which, when once in our poa- 
sei aioa, becomes instantly valueless, and so 
on through life and nnto death." 

" O, come, sir; life is not quite such a des- 
ert. There are some roses, so sweet that we 
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do Dot heed their thorns. Love, which 
makes of Earth a Heaven, brightens the 
saddest home, lightens the heaviest heart. 
Surely once to experience the happy knowl- 
edge that we are loved must be worth living 
for!" 

"Hugh Ripley," said the old man, in a 
strange and almost unearthly sound, "I know 
not what that is ■ I have never been loved 
in my long life. My long, weary life has 
passed on without one gleam of such happi- 
ness as you speak of. It has been a weary 
life, and I am very tired of it ; no one wilt 
miss me, and the grave is a quiet place." 

Hugh was astonished at the tone of mel- 
ancholy in which the old man spoke. 
Though always gloomy and austere, there 
was mora of sad feeling in his manner than 
usual, and he knew not exactly how to re- 
ply to him. There was an awkward silence ; 
and then Hugh, saying he had some busi- 
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ness, and promising to be punctual at dinner, 
departed. 

In half an hour more, Walter returned, 
with his basket laden with presents ; but 
not as usual did his bright, cheerful voice 
summon his sister to view his treasures. He 
placed his basket down in a corner, and, 
flinging himself on the door beside it, took 
out one thiag at a time, looked at each 
separately, and then listlessly stretched him- 
self ont at full length, and threw his arms 
over his head, as was his wont to sleep. 
His father was not in the room, nor his 
sister ; but she had heard the step for which 
she always listened so anxiously, and she 
came to him directly. 

"Tired, dear Walter? Where are your 
presents ? " He rose and pointed to them. 

" They are pretty," he said ; " but Walter 
saw the goblins coming home, Margaret, 
and no Fairies." 
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" O, DOQsense ! Waller was tired coming 
home ; that was it. Do you know, Mary 
Lane, at the old farm, is going to be married; 
and there will be such a gay wedding next 
Monday, and you and I will go early in the 
morning to the Nursery Ground, and get 
such a large nosegay for her, for the chil- 
dren are going to strew the path with flow- 
ers. And we will help them, will we 
not ? " 

The boy sprang from the ground with all 
his cheerfulness restored, 

" O, that we will ! When is Monday ? 
how long ? " 

" Poor days." 

" Days," he repeated. 

"Yes, lore ; darkness and light four 
times." 

O, yes, I know ; then we wDl get lovely 
flowers. But, Margaret, how can we ? Jack 
Frost keeps all the flowers, old gardener 
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Bays, till the hot sun burns him and makes 
hitn let them go. How can we have them ? ." 

" 0, we shall have some. Jack Frost 
lends us his until he gires up ours. He is 
very kind ; and his are pretty flowers too, 
Walter," she said, with such a sunny &aile, 
that Jack Frost himself might have melted 
at it. " Now I must help Hetty to-day to 
■ lay the cloth ; it must all be very nice, be- 
cause it is Netv Year's day." 

Any one but simple Walter might have 
assigned another reason for Margaret's par> 
ticularity ; at any rate, she did lay the cloth 
very nicely, and placed the Christmas roses 
and evergreens, which formed Walter's bou- 
quet, in a vase, in the centre of the table. 
But while she was thus busily and cheer- 
fully employed, poor Walter seemed restless 
and unhappy — a most unusual occurrence 
for him, and which somewhat worried Mar- 
garet. She looked at the cluck ; it wanted 
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nearly an hour to dinner, she had been so 
anxious to lay the cloth. There was time 
to take Walter out for a Little walk with 
her ; it would be a change, and amuse him. 
She proposed it, and he assented gladly; for 
he was BO restless, that any movement was 
agreeable to him. 

They were soon on their way down the 
village, this loving couple, Margaret talking 
to him so gently, so gayly, trying to divert 
his mind ; but still he seemed restless, and 
more wild and flighty than usual, till Mar- 
garet herself grew nervous, and began to 
feel a strange presentiment of coming evil. 

They had taken no decided route; but, 
oddly enough, they foimd themselves pass- 
ing Hugh Ripley's cottage. Mrs. Hopwood 
was standing at the door. 

" Ah ! many happy new years to yoti, 
young folks," she said. " How are yoa, 
young gentleman ! " 
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"He is very well, thank you, Mrs. Hop* 
wood. And you ? " asked Margaret. 

" 0, I am as well as I can expect to be. 
You know I ain't quite so young as I was ; 
IVe flying pains like all over me with the 
cold weather ; but there, that'll all go off ; 
all go off, my dear. I was looking out for 
Sweetman, to order a bottle of elder wine 
against my young gentleman comes home 
to-night. He ain't over and above well. I 
don't think he takes victuals enough ; and 
so I am just going to coddle him up a bit. 
Why, he fainted away this morning. I 
heard such a bump overhead, it woke me. 
I sat up in bed and listened; and then it 
come over me, well, perhaps something 's the 
matter with Mr. Ripley. So I got up and 
went up stairs, and there he lay in a dead 
faint ; but I soon brought him round, and 
he went out in such spirits I scarcely knew 
him." 
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" He dines with us to-day," aaid Margaret, 
somewhat confusedly. 

"I know that. Don't let him stay too 
late, for I shall have him ill i^in," 

"No," said Margaret, softly. 

" Look, Margaret, look ! " said Walter; " I 
see the Fairies, numbers and numbers, going 
into the wood ! I must go after them ; (hey 
beckon me. Look ! " And, staying for no 
reply, he flew off in the direction of the 
wood, the entrance of which could be dis- 
tinctly seen from Mrs. Hopwood's cottage. 

" Poor boy ! " said Mrs. Hopwood, com- 
passionately ; " he's a great charge to you, 
ain't he ? " 

" A very dear one, Mrs. Hopwood. I 
know not what I should do without him." 

" Ah ! you're a good gal, a very good 
gal ; there's many a one would be forever 
a grumbling at the trouble and the dulness 
of a home like vours." 
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" Perbaps I should, if I found it dull and 
troublesome. It is a little dull sometimes, 
whea Walter, dear Walter is out ; but he is 
never troublesome — so happy tempered, so 
affectionate ! " 

" Ah ! poor child ; it's a heavy affliction, 
certainly. Now, do you never go after him 
vhen he runs away from you like this? " 

" No, never ; it would worry him ; and I 
know he will not go far from home, and I 
wish him to feel he can take care of him- 
self; so I carefully avoid showing any anxi- 
ety about him." 

" Ah, true I There's Sweetman ! I must 
run after him. Good-by, my dear." And 
Mrs. Hopvood hurried away. 

Margaret walked on to the entrance of 
the wood, and looked up its long vistas of 
tall, leafless trees, to see if Walter were in 
sight. But no ; he bad wandered on far- 
ther among its tangled brushwood, and so 
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she turned away, and walked on, thinkiag 
he might return when she passed again, and 
they could go home to dinner together. 
Home to dinner ! How incessantly that 
dinner haunted her ! and how she hoped 
Hetty would cook it beautifully, better than 
erer ; and pictured to herself the neatness 
of the room, the nice appointments of the 
dinner, and wondered if it would he re- 
marked ; if he liked neatness, and was par- 
ticular ; and whether it would strike him, 
that she, who could keep her father's house 
so well, would make a good wife. And then 
her thoughts wandered on, and she could 
see a cottage home, with a neat garden 
filled with flowers, and a room so comfort- 
ably furnished, and two occupants therein, 
— one a fair being her mirror told her was 
very lovely, and another, who, her heart 
told her, was dearer to her than all besides 
on earth, dearer even than her poor simple 
5* 
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brother. Yes ! her thoughts were full of 
such happy visions, and long she indulged 
them, and went so far as to make conversa- 
tions between herself and another, such aa 
she thought would lake place this very day 
after dinner by the firelight; that delicious, 
dreamy light, by which she had often be- 
come lost in thought, as now, with the 
moments flying by unheeded. Moralists 
may call such reveries unprofitable, and bid 
the young beware of them, for that they 
are but a milder term for idleness ; but axe 
they not some of the happiest moments of 
our lives ? Does reality ever appear like 
those h^hly-colored pictures young hearts 
draw of the future ? — and if they are never 
realized, still it is something to be happy 
even in thought. 

Margaret found herself at her own home 
sooner than she expected. She stopped for 
a moment to look up the village for Walter; 
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bnt not seeing him, she tapped gently at the 
door. It was opened by Hugh Ripley. 

" Mr. Ripley ! am I late ? " she said, 
bhishing brightly at his unexpected appea> 
aace. 

" No ; I am early, fortunately." 

She entered the cottage, removed bee 
bonnet, and fondled the cat before either of 
them spoke again. 

"Margaret," he said at length, (he had 
never called her so before,) "your father is 
not Tery well, — lying down a little before 
dinner." 

Margaret looked up alarmed ; there was 
something in the tone of his voice unusual : 
and her father not well ; she had never in 
her life heard him complain. 

" 111," she said. " My father ! He was 
quite well when I went out ; I have not 
been gone an hour." 

"O, he's better now; don't be alarmed. 
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I came in at a fortunate moment, and now t 
have induced him to lie down until dinner." 

"Shall I go to him?" she asked, still 
vonderingly. 

"No, no; he is better quiet. Has any 
thing occurred particularly to distress him 
this morning ? " 

"No, Mr, Ripley, not that I am aware of: 
you terrify me; you are not telling me all 
the truth. O, I felt something would go 
wrong to-day ! " And she laid her hand on 
his arm, and looked with trembling earnest- 
ness in his face. 

Hugh felt almost inclined to be cruel — ' 
to pause ere he quieted her fears ; it was so 
delightful to hare her sweet eyes gazing on 
him — to feel she was looking to him for 
comfort I But he was not selfish ; and, ven- 
turing to lay his hand soothingly on her 
small, trembling one, he said, — 

" All is well now, I assure you ; your 
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father was alone, and bad a fit of very deep 
depression, which might have terminated 
seriously had not I eateied opportunely. 
We had a long, grave conversation^ and 
afterwards, being somewhat agitated, I rec- 
ommended the 4]uiet of his own room, and 
soon he will be quile himself." 

But a dim perception of the truth seemed 
to have reached Margaret, as with a startled 
gaze she coDtioued to fix her eyes on Hugh's 
face : she felt he had saved them from some 
weighty sorrow, and thanked him cordially, 
asking no more questions, from aa instiuctive ' 
feeling that be had told her all it needed she 
should know. And as those fervent words 
of gratitude fell from her lips in those clear, 
low accents, so dear to him, the grand mys- 
tery of why he lived was solved, and he 
blessed Heaven he had lived for this. He 
was not useless ; why had he dared to think 
80 ? " Shall the thing formed say to him 
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who fonncd it, Why hast thou made me 
thus ? " 

Hugh Ripley bad learned a lesson he 
never .more forgot, A long while he and 
his companion talked together ; and he told 
her how her father had said his life was 
burdensome to him, from the knowledge, or, 
rather, the impression that he was unloved, 
uncared for ; that his wife had been forced 
into a marriage with him by her parents, 
and had never loved him ; that his children 
had loved her, no^ him. And then he went 
" 'on to tell her of her father's passionate love 
for her, of which, until that moment, Mar- 
garet had been unconscious ; and how he 
had longed to see some return of it from her, 
but that he found duty, and not love. 

" I never knew this, Mr. Ripley," said 
Margaret, with the tears filling. "I never 
knew all this, indeed; I have had so great a 
charge in my poor brother, I have been 
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blind to all else. My father has always been 
to me cold and reserved; there has always 
seemed between ns an icy chain " 

" Which a few sweet, loving words from . 
you would have had power to melt," an- 
swered Hugh. "He says that, often and 
often, he would have given all he possessed 
for one of those words of tenderness you 
were lavishing on Walter ; that often and 
often he has spoken angrily to the boy, in 
jealousy of him, as he has watched you 
pillowing his head on our bosom, fondly 
stroking his hair, and showering kisses on 
his face." 

Margaret blushed vividly, and answered 
in a low voice, " Walter has so much need 
of love and pity. But I am so grateful to 
yon," she contihued, " for telling me this t 
Indeed, I do love my father, and am glad, 0, 
so glad that he loves me ! He shall never 
have cause to be jealous of Walter again." 
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As she spoke, the inner room door opened, 

and her father entered. She flew from her 

seat, and, rushing to him, dung her arms 

■ about him, and raising her flushed and teaiv 

fill face to his, said, — 

" Father, dear, dear father, you have been 
ill, and your Mai^aret away from you ; but 
you are better now, are you not ? " 

The old man could not answer. For the 
first time since her upcouscious babyhood, 
he pressed his darling to his heart, and his 
tears glistened amongst her glossy hair. For 
a few moments emotion impeded speech, 
and, when released from that fond embrace, 
Margaret turned again to thank Hugh for all 
the good he had done : he was gone. With 
all the refined delicacy of his nature, he had 
felt that but one eye should be the witness 
of such an interview. He soon returned, 
however, bringing with him Walter, quite 
restored to his accnstomed cheerfulness, for 
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he hcul seen such numbers of Fairies run- 
ning up and down the " sun's ladders," as 
he tenned the rays which shot through the 
trees. 

And Walter was the greatest talker at the 
dinner to which they now sat down, for the 
hearts of the others were too full for words, 
and Margaret's day-dream was unfulfilled; 
for Hugh left early, and they were still only 
friends. Had she known his thoughts, her 
heart, that night, would have been lighter. 
When Walter was gone to bed, her father, 
throwing his arm round her, kissed her af- 
fectionately, and said he had something 
curious to tell 'her, that she must hear be- 
fore she went to rest ; and he then recount- 
ed the history of High's Fairy dream. 

" It is curious, Margery, dear ; is it not ? " 
he said, aflei he had finished his nturration. 

" He is going to send the pattern in to- 
morrow, and on Saturday the prize will be 
6 
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givGD. I hope sincerely he will gaia it ; 
he richly deserves it ; and I, Heaven knows, 
ought to wish him well, and you, too, my 
poor child ; he has rendered us a service to- 
day, indeed." And, once more kissing her 
fondly, he sent her to her own room in the 
greatest excitement and astonishment at all 
she had heard. 

Margaret counted the days until Saturday ; 
and how anxious and disappointed she felt 
when it came at last, and the shades of 
evening began to fall, and Hugh had never 
been to tell them if he were successful ! 
How very troublesome every thing was that 
she had to do ! How unusually fidgety her 
father was; how tiresome poor Walter! She 
almost spoke crossly to him, at last ; and 
finally, unable longer to remain in the house, 
she coaxed him to come out, and of course 
turned her steps towards the factory, where 
the prizes were to be distributed. The mo- 
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ment, however, she could see it, and het 
eyes, which had been strained to obtain a 
glimpse of it, caught sight of a figure coming 
out, she turned rapidly round, and, bidding 
Walter try to overtake her, ran off quickly 
in the opposite direction. But she was soon 
out of breath ; and Walter ran on before her, 
and left her far behind, whilst she leaned 
against a gate to rest, through which a path 
led a nearer way to the factory. 

Still, with her eyes gazing up the road by 
which she fancied Hugh would come, and 
her thoughts wandering as they were wont, 
Margaret stood, when a voice behind her 
jaronounced her name. She started, and, 
turning with a flushed face, she saw Hugh 
Ripley. He jumped over the gate, and Mar- 
garet stammered out something about its 
being " very cold ; " but simple as the words 
were, and indid'erent as the tone was she 
attempted to assume, there was something 
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ta Hugh Ripley oinnistakable in her man- 
ner, and in a lov voice he said, — 

'■ Mai^aret, I know you will be glad to 
hear that I have been miccessful ; the prize 
is mine ; " and he held up a leather bag con- 
taining the money. Ttttown off her guard, 
ahe clasped her hands together, and lifting 
her eyes to his face, she said,— • 

" O, indeed I am glad ! I have been so 
very, very anxious, i was i^raid to ask you." 

The glance, the words were enough ; all 
doubts he might have had were gone. Men 
are ready enough to interpret words and 
looks in their favor when they aie m>t 
meant, but it is a rare case if they mis- 
take them when they are. The torrent of 
Hugh's long pent-up feeling now poured 
fnrth, and he told her of his cherished love, 
— of all his many doubts and fears, — of 
his dream, and how it had inspired him with 
hope ; and, as it had gained him one prize. 
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how he had trusted it might secure him 
another. "But, alas! deai Margaret, would 
my aaticipations had been realized ! I hare 
gained the prize, it is true ; but the sum is 
too trifling to admit of any longer entertain- 
ing the daring hopes I had formed. I had 
hoped it might be sufficient to set me up in 
some business, and enable me to support 
you as you hare been accustomed to be. 
That hope is at an end, and I have only to 
recommence my tedious occupation. I could 
not ask you, Margaret, to share such a pit- 
tance." 

Margaret murmured a reply, inaudible to 
any but one listening as Hugh was, and 
rapturously he answered her.. But no matter 
what he said, or how he said it. Suffice it 
that, ere they reached home, both had forgot- 
ten that sorrow ever did or could exist ; that 
in this weary world there were such things 
as bitter partings, heartburnings, jealousies, 
6* 
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and all ths train of human ills and sini ; that 
clouds ever shadowed the glowing sunlight, 
or storms ruffled the serene sky ; nipjnng 
frosts and bitter winds blighted the bloom- 
ing flowers ; or, indeed, that any other beings 
trod the earth save Margaret Poid and Hugh 
Bipley. 

But they were awakened from this dieam 
by their approach to tha village, and the 
sight of Margaret's home, with Walter stand- 
ing at the door ; and then came a thousand 
nervous fears as to her father's consent, of 
which, until that moment, both had fo^ot-r 
ten the necessity. 

" Why, dearest Margaret, your father told 
me he should ever consider himself my 
debtor for what be was pleased to call the 
service I rendered him. Let him pay me 
with this little hand ; and then, Margaret, 
dear Margaret ! the obligation will be on my 
side. Let us go in and speak to him at once." 
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Walter was leaning i^aiost the door-post, 
talking to himself, or to his friends the Fai- 
ries, as he thought, when they came up to 
the house, and continued his conversatioQ 
without heeding them; but as Hetty opened 
the door, and they passed in, leaving it open 
for him to follow, he burst into one of his 
wild, ringing laughs, and said, — 

"Ha! ha! now I understand ! Yes, yes; 
{mother gay wedding ! Bring her flowers, 
Fairies, heaps of flowers, for she is good — 
80 good! and they must be flowers which 
neTer fade, and have no thorns; not Jack 
Frost's cold, scentless ones, but warm, sunny 
flowers, that smelt sweetly. Yes, she shall, 
you say. Thanks, thanks! And you must 
all, all come to the wedding ; and no ooa 
will see you but me. Ha! ha! that will be 
fun. I shall be so busy I I must go and 
tell Whitelock; must I not? The church 
must be ready and clean, so clean ; no dust 
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in it to soil your wings. Hush ! fly away j 
I'm going now." 

And away went the boy, down the vil- 
lage, at a quick pace, and entered the church- 
yard. Near the church he found the man 
he sought digging a grare. Whitelock was 
the sexton. 
"Whitelock, I want you," said the boy." 
" Eh ? " answered the old man, looking 
up, and resting on his spade. " O, it be you, 
Master Ford ! " 

" Yes! What are you doing ? " 
A question he had asked flfty times before, 
and which the old man was always puzzled 
to answer, remembering Miss Margaret's in- 
junction that nothing sad should be told 
him, and how carefully she had always kept 
him from the knowledge of death ; managing 
that some engrossing amusement at home 
should employ him when the somewhat 
unusual circumstance of a funeral occurred 
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in the small village. So he hesitated a 
moment, aiid then, scratching his head, 
said, — 

" Why, I be's digging a flower-bed, — and 
there aint no story there," he said to himaelf, 
— " for what can you call such a young thing 
as this hut a little flower? — I'm a going to 
transplant a flower, my boy, that got in a 
soil as wasn't suited to it ; and it will do a 
deal better where it's going to." 

" Flower ? O, yes ; and it will blow for 
Mfu^aict's wedding I I've come to tell you 
you must clean the church ; the Fairies are 
all coming, and it must be very clean." 

" Yes, my boy, it shall be very clean. The 
Fairies be coming, be they ? " 

No one heeded what poor Walter said, but 
answered him gently, and never contradicted 
him. 

" What are those gray stones for. White- 
lock, so many of them ? " 
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A^in the old man scratched his head be- 
fore he answered, and then said, — 

"Why, a great many people out of this 
village be gone into a far country, and their 
friends put up these stones to remind them 
of 'em, and of the day they went away. A 
beautiful country it is, my boy, where we 
shall all go, I hope. I'm expecting to go 
every day." 

" Don't go there till after the wedding, the 
gay wedding. What fun we shall have ! " 

" Ah ! indeed. And who is to be the 
bridegroom ? " 

" 0, 1 must not tell that ; Mai^aret will be 
angry. But you'll see, you'll see ; a brave 
wedding it will be. Good-by, Whitelock ; 
have the church clean ; never mind about 
the flowers ; the Fairies will bring them." 
And, sauntering slowly out of the church, 
the boy returned home. 

He found Margaret standing by her father, 
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one arm thrown about his neck, and the other 
pressed in Hugh Ripley's. They scarcely 
heeded his entrance, so engrossed were they 
by their conversation. "And you would 
leave me, Margaret, now we have just begun 
to understand one another ? " said the old 
man, with a melancholy smile. 

" 0, sir ! " answered Hugh, " do not talk 
of leaving yet. I cannot take my Margaret 
to my present home ; but I could not resist 
hearing, from her own lips, whether she 
would ever come to gladden a better." 

" Had she refused," said Ford, sighing, 
" you would have had no care to seek a bet- 
ter, I suppose ? " 

" 0, yes, sir ; I am a changed man now. 
I used to think so, and, since my wonderful 
dream, I have thought much and deeply ; I 
have felt that the thwarting of one's hopes 
here should, instead of causing a gloomy in- 
difference, a useless despair, incite us to fresh 
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exertiODS for the attainment of our hopes 
beresfter ; that we have no right to bury our 
■one talent,' because it has failed to pur- 
chase what we, in our short-sightedness, call 
happiness ; but seek to increase its value ten- 
fold, that it may purchase for us at last an 
eternal and perfect happiness. Dear Wal- 
ter's Paries hare, indeed, rendered me a sei^ 
vice," he said, holding out his hand to the 
boy. 

" Have you seen them ? " said Walter, 
eagerly. 

" Yes, my boy ! and look what they have 
given me." And he held up the pmw of 
money. 

" Ha ! ha ! Hurrah ! Now, Margaret, 
don't you love the Fairies?" 

" Indeed I do, Walter, almost as well as 
you do," 

" Ha ! ha ! Won't there be a gay wedding ? 
Mary Jones's will be nothing to it" 
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" Come with me, Walter ; I meaa to speak 
to you," said Hugh. " I must go, dear Mar- 
garet ,- but I may come again ia the even- 
ing. " 

" O, yes ! " she aosvered, her eyes spar- 
kling with joy. "Take care of Walter, 
and don't keep him oat too long, }t is so 
cold." 

Cold as it was, she stood at the door 
watching them out of sight. At length her 
bth&c begged her to close the door. 

" How Btiangely things come about, fa- 
ther I " she said, when she had done his bid- 
ding, and settled herself close beside him. 
" Hogb's kindnoM to poor Walter, when be 
lost himself, has really and truly been the 
source of his present good fortune." 

"Securing your band and heart, Tiiargaf 
Ktt" 

" No, lather," she answered, blusUng and 
smiling, "getting the prize; for if he had 
7 
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never known Walter, he would never have 
dreamed of Fairies showing him a pattern ; 
now would ho ? " 

" Well, I am not prepared to say that ; I 
can only say I am glad of the prospect of 
leaving my daughter in such good bands. 
He is an excellent young man, Margaret." 

Margaret needed not this assurance ; she 
had thought so from their first interview, 
and each day her love Euid esteem increased 
for him. As they were now so much to- 
gether, she daily witnessed some fresh proof 
of his amiable disposition, his generous and 
noble heart. 

With his master Hugh had always been a 
favorite, and since his success he had been 
doubly kind to him ; and at length, without 
assigning any particular reason, had doubled 
his salary, so that now Hugh began serious- 
ly to talk of a pretty cottage, which was to 
let at the outskirts of the village, and, in 
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short, to make any preparation for the gay 
wedding Walter had been so long expecting. 

But before the accomplishment of all this, 
be said he must go to London ; and at this 
their iirst parting Margaret was veiy unhap- 
py. She had never been in London, and to 
her it had an awful sound ; but half her feais 
she would not express to him, for it was like 
doubting him. He would not forget her, 
she was sure ; and yet she saw him depart 
with a very heavy heart and tearful eye. Her 
father, too, was ill that night. The wind 
blew in cold and heavy gusts, and poor Mar- 
garet could scarcely assume a cheerfulness 
before Walter, and was glad when, in the 
refuge of her own room, she could weep 
unrestrainedly. 

The only thing now was, to look forward 
,to his letters. Her father was growmg 
worse ; and Margaret longed for Hugh's re- 
turn, for she felt frightened and helpless. 



..Google 



76 THE DREAM CHINTZ. 

We will transport ourselves now, as Mar- 
garet would fain have done, to his side, and 
shall find him in a small house in Dean 
Street, Soho, of miserable exterior, and giv- 
ing an excellent notion of its inhabitants. 
She — for it was a woman — was seated by 
a small table, at work mending a gowti 
which a maid of all work would have 
scorned to wear ; the carpet which covered 
the room was threadbare ; there were no 
curtains to the window, save across the 
lower a strip of what was meant to be white 
muslin, but upon which rested the dust of 
ages. There was a handful of fire in the 
grate, made of coke, and a saucepan on the 
hob, making strenuous exertions to boil — a 
feat which seemed with such a fire a moral 
impossibility. 

Hugh was standing before her, his arm' 
resting on the mantel-pieoe, his face looking 
flushed and excited. 
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" But, mother, hear me once more. I 
bare at last, thanfa God t become auccessful ; 
and if you still deny the possession of the 
income I felt assured you enjoyed, share 
mine, and do not, I implore you, continue 
to lire in a manner so unbefitting my father's 
wife, and, I should imagine, so painful to 
yourself." 

Mrs. Ripley looked up from her work for 
the first time. 

" Share yours t Can you help me i " she 
asked. " Have you got money ? " 

" Yes, mother, I have at last established 
myself in the world, and find my exertions 
enable me to secure ciuite sufficient at least 
to make you more comfortable than you 
appeal at present." 

A strange expression passed over the rigid 
features of bis mother, and she said, — 

" Did you come to London solely to see 
after me? You were not wont to be so 
7* 
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Very affectionaM. It is maoy years since 
we met." 

"It is, mother; those years haVe heea 
spent in long and arduous struggles for suh- 
sistence. I knev, or rather I thought, yoa 
needed not my aid. I conid not live de- 
pendent on yon j bat aoir I find you in ap- 
pareiU want, ill, as you say you are, and, as 
you look, alone and unfriended. You are 
my mother," he continued, with a dighi 
tinge of bitterness in his tone, for he felt her 
conduct had been little like one, " and I 
offer you the shelter of a hdine I hare at 
length secured for m^If, and the protectioti 
of a son." 

While he spoke, she riretted her small, 
black eyes upon him, and again demanded, 
'' Did he come to London purposely to seek 
her out and make this offer." He paused a 
moment, and a look of pain passed over his 
face, bud he answered, — 
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" I came to aeek you out, with what pap- 
pose it matters not now. I did not expect 
to find you thus. Do you accept my 
offer?" 

" Of course I do, Hugh. I shall be very 
glad to he helped, I am sure ; I have no 
money. I tell you, the rent of this house is 
Very heavy. I thought of letting the upper 
part ; but then I must hare bought the fnr- 
hiture. Tou know, Hugh, your father had 
nothing to leave ; his property died with 
him. There is nothing but the small, very 
small property / brought your father, for me 
to exist upon." 

" Well, mother," said Hugh, with a heavy 
dgh, " we will say no more about it ; it is 
settled. I have to see ft mfm on business 
to-morrow, and then I will make any ar- 
rangement you tike." 

" I had better go back with you into the 
country. I like the country ; but every one 
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says Loodoa 's the cheapest place in the 
world, so I staid here." 

"No, no, mother," he answered, e^rty, 
" we will live here. Let the upper part of 
the house, as you proposed ; I will have it 
furnished. My occupation can be aa well 
carried on hen as in the country. I am 
tired," he said, abruptly; "can I sleep here 
to-night ? " 

"Yes," there's a bed-room for you; but 
we've nothing in the house except that drop 
of broth." 

"O, I am not hungry, mother," he aur 
swered impatiently ; " I only want rest. I'll 
go to the hotel for something I left there, 
and come back." 

" Yon'U be sure to come back ? " she 
asked, eagerly. 

" O, yes," he answered, " sure ! " 

And he was soon back, and to his sur^vise 
he found something like a decent meal pie- 
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pared for him, aod the room looking some- 
what more cbeerful ; for the shutters were 
closed, the candle Ughted, and she actually 
held out bAr hand to him as though she wta 
pleased to see him. Ee went to his room 
early — the wretched room where he was to 
sleep ; but he noticed not its desolate ap- 
pearance, but, flinging himself on ihe one 
chair it contained, exclaimed aloud, — 

" Again erery light of hope eztingiiisbed 
after this long struggle, with happiness in 
my grasp. O Mai^aret 1 my darling Mar- 
garet t this is hard to bear. Eves were my 
means sufficient, conld I ask her to share a 
home with my mother ? No, no ! my dream 
is over ; we had better go on waiting, and 
hoping, than subject her to the repeated an- 
noyances which would be the inevitablo 
effect of such an arrangement. And how 
to tell her ? What will i^e say to me ? 
Will she credit the story ? I must - not see 
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bet, or my resolution would fail. Well, I 
have done right ; at least I hare acted with 
that inteation. I shall be helped to bear 
the trial, and good will come of it, I feel." 

So poor Hugh sat down before the ricket- 
ty little table in bis room, and wrote to 
Margaret. 

He had not told her his reasoas for coming 
to London, for he had never anticipated 
such a termination to his visit. He had 
considered, on reflection, tha,t he had not 
behaved quite well to his mother ; and at 
this important epoch of his life, — about to 
marry, and with such brightened prospects, 
— he felt he ought to go and see her, hold 
out the hand of reconciliation, and bid her 
consider herself a welcome guest at his new 
home. But, to find her thus poor and friend- 
less, he had never dreamed of; and though 
he believed her apparent penury originated in 
her miserly disposition, his warm and gener- 
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0U8 heart would not allow him to abandon 
hei ; and, as bis means would not permit 
him to secure both, he chose between her 
happiness and his own, and nobly and un- 
selfishly decided for hers. He could not, 
therefore, aroid feeling that Margaret might 
scarcely credit his story, so perfectly unpre- 
pared as she was for any such changes in his 
plans; and he .wrote several letters to her, 
during that long night, ere he could deter- 
mine on one to send her. At length he 
satisfied himself; for, banishing all his own 
despondency, he wrote to her, cheerfully 
bidding her hope for brighter days, and in 
the mean while to trust him and to love 
him. He told her that, during his short 
sojoiun in town, he had heard every where 
of his Chintz, and of the enormous sale it 
had, which, he thought, must be the reason 
of his increase of salary ; that this encour- 
aged him to future efforts ; and that, for her 
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dear sake, no. toil should be spared. It was 
a great effort to him to write thus hopefully, 
for it woB far fsom what he felt ; and, his 
painful task ended, he flung himself on his 
bed to rest, but not to sleep. 

The next day worked great changes be- 
neath Mrs. Ripley^s roof. Hugh felt active 
occupation was the only chance of escape 
from the misery of thought, and busied him- 
self in making the house more comfortable ; 
and, as she had not to pay for it, Mrs. Rip- 
ley was well content to enjoy the improred 
state of afiieuis ; while the one poor, half- 
starred servant poured blessings oa the good 
young man who had worked such a happy 
change. Poor thing! she, with her dirty, 
haggard face and squalid figure, was a hero- 
ine in her way ; for she had clung to her 
bard mistress for many years, standing by 
her because all else forsook her, losing the 
countenance of all her friends because she 
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would stay in such a place, her only answer, 
" What would die do if I left her, poor crea- 
ture ? No one else could stay with her ; 
I're got used to her." And now her reward 
was come, and tears of joy actually coursed 
each other down her withered cheeks as she 
watched the improvement in the house. 
And Hugh had a narrow escape of these 
long arms heiug flung about his neck, when 
he placed in her hand a small sum to be 
expended on her own person. In a week's 
time no one would have recogoized the in- 
mates of that once dreary looking house. 
And Hugh contemplated with real satisfac- 
tion his good work. Poor fellow ! he need- 
ed some payment for his self-denial ; more 
especially as the days went by and no lettei 
from Margaret. Hugh was very proud ; and 
feeling himself that Margaret ought to hare 
appreciated his sacrifice, and endeavored to 
console him by the assurance of her appro- 
8 

DignzBd J, Google 



bation, be was hurt and somewhat angry at 
her silence ; and when he felt inclined to 
write again, his pride interfered, and so the 
time went od. 

And what of Mai^aret ? Had she so soon 
foi^otten the love which she had once so 
valued } or, loving still, could she doubt 7 

No ; Margaret's trial was as heavy and 
hard to bear as his. 

On the receipt of Hugh's letter, her father, 
whose illness and feebleness seemed daily 
increasing, was angry and excited, more 
than Margaret had ever seen him ; and as 
she sat with the open letter in her hand, 
and the tears coursing each (fther down her 
cheeks, he sternly forbade her replying to 
him, or indeed ever writing to him again. 

"He felt how it would be," he said, 
" when he went to London. It was a pal- 
try subterfuge. No man, who had really 
loved her, would have resigned his happi- 
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nesB and destroyed hers for such orerstrained 
notions of duty." 

" But, father," remonstrated the weeping 
gill, " it is only for a time ; be .cannot noT 
support us both ; but eventually " 

" Don't talk to me, child. I hare learnt 
by experience how to believe such got-up 
stories. No, no ; think of him no more, 
Mai^aret; be is not worthy of you, — speak 
of him no more." 

" Think of him no more t " Ay, how 
much easier said than done ! But she could 
cease to speak of him. No more did that 
still treasured name pass her lips. 

One evening they were sitting together, 
Margaret and the old man, in the twilight : 
he had been very ill all day, and very weak. 
She held his hand, and her sad, tearful eye 
was raised to that heaven to which she was 
always appealing for consolation and sup* 
port. 
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" Mai^aret," at length he said, breaking a 
long pause, "it is not because people offend 
m that ve must be ungrateful to them. I 
havB not fo^otteu New Year's day, nor 
the fact that Hugh Ripley " (poor Margaret, 
how she started at 'the forbidden name !) 
" then saved me from the commission of a 
great sin ; and now that, with time "for re- 
iBectton and repentance, I am being led gen- 
tly away, I thank and bless him for the deed. 
I believe he was inspired, for he spoke well 
and wisely J he destroyed, with the few 
words he said, all the arguments I had 
heaped up in favor of the mad act I was 
about to commit, and all the awful presump- 
tioa of which I should have been guilty. I 
felt forcibly ; for this I thauk him. I hope 
the remaining time so mercifully spared me I 
have not wasted. Now, Mai^ery, dear child, 
should you ever hear or see any thing of this 
young man, — and I have judged him harsh- 
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ly, — you must tell him to the last I was 
grateful for this one act ; but for my child's 
happiuess, I could uot f^o other than I hare 
done. And let me, my girl, now I am oa 
the subject, poiut out to you that my opin- 
ion of him is carried out by his silence : 
would he have borne yours so patiently, if 
he did not wish to be rid of you ? i trust 
you have too much honest [vide to 8eek.him 
now," 

She could not speak — poor Margaret I — 
or she could hav^e aaked her father if it was 
grateful thus to doubt one on whom no re- 
proach had ever before rested ; if gratitude 
should not have made him sacrifice every 
proud, rebellious feeling, and alone cherish 
that holy one, " which thinketh no evil." 
But she spoke not then ; and the morrow 
was too late. 

Months elapsed ; and one bright day in 
June, when Hugh had not been home since 
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morning, Sarah told him, whea she let him 
in, a boy was with his mother, who asked 
for him, and was waiting to see him. He 
opened the parlor door, and there, lookic^ 
pale and weary, covered with dust, and with 
a \tage bunch of dead flowers in his bosom, 
sat Walter : in his hand he held his dusty 
hat, trimmed with black crape. 

Margaret's long silence struck to Hugh's 
heart bitter cold ; still he could not speak, 
as the hoy, with a cry of joy, sprang forward 
to meet him. Tears were glistening in his 
mother's eyes, but Hugh noticed it not, as 
she rose, and, in a gentle, tremulous voice, 
said, — 

"Hugh, my dear boy, I will leave you 
alone with your iriend ; though with a dark 
ened understanding himself, poor lad, he has 
enlightened mine." And she walked slowly 
out of the room. 

Hugh heeded not his mother's words, but 
gasped forth, ." Ma^;aret." 
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" O, she's quite well," said Walter. 

" Thank God ! But this " and Hugh 

pointed to the boy's hat. 

"Dusty, yes, isn't it? and I'm afraid it's 
spoilt this new stuff Ma^aret put round it. 

" My father, you know, has gone a long 
journey, and she said I must wear this till he 
comes back." 

Hugh understood it all now ; the old man 
was dead ; he must say no more to him on 
the subject. And he saw, too, the boy was 
weary, and asked him kindly if he would 
not take some refreshment. 

" I do not know ; but I'm tired." 

" Yes, my boy, you must have something ; 
I will order it. And now, tell me, how did 
yon get here ? " 

" Well, I do not know ; the Fairies 
brought me, I think. But I hare been a 
long, long while coming. These flowers little 
Lucy gave me the day I came away ; and 
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now see how faded they are ! poor flowers I 
But they'll blow again in the spring, will 
they not ? " 

" O, yes, yes, dear I But tell me how you 
came : think you, did Mai^aret send you ? " 
asked Hugh, as he saw by the manner the 
boy gazed at the flowers that his attention 
was diverted from the subject. 

" Margaret, eh ! no, she doesn't know I'm 
come. But I knew why she sobbed and 
cried all the long night ; I heard her when 
she thought I slept ; and the Fairies told me 
it was for you. They whispered, 'Follow 
him, follow him ! ' andsolcame. 4. strange 
place, — suchnoise, — she came a long way 
with me." 

"She! Who? Margaret?" said Hugh, 
eagerly. 

"No, no; one of the Fairies. She 
changed herself to a butterfly," he whis- 
pered, " and flew on before me, guiding me 
bU the way." 

DignzBd J, Google 



THE DREAM CHINTZ. S3 

" But have you walked, Walter, — walked 
all this distance ? " 

"Yes, Mai^aret told me the name of the 
place you lived in ; and I said it over and 
over again, that I might remember it. And 
I asked people, when I came to houses, if it 
was Dean Street, Soho, and if Hugh Ripley 
lired there. Some of them laughed, and 
gave me food, and told me to go home ; but 
Margaret was crying for you, so Walter 
went on. I'd often wished I knew how 
to please her, for she is so good to me ; and 
when I've brought her flowers, she's look^ 
pleased. How will she look when I bring 
you ? Ha ! ha ! " and he laughed one of his 
wild laughs. 

" But, Walter, you have not told me how 
you found me at last. You say you walked 
along the London road till you came to 
houses, and then you asked your way, and 
they told you to go home. How came you 
to come ca, then, al! this distance ?" 
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"I don't know; I followed the Faiiy. 
She went on ; she nerer turned; and I knew 
she would lead me right at last. It was a 
long, long way ; sometimes I slept under 
the trees, sometimes in streets, and then I 
came to a place all houses, no trees, and I 
knew that was like where you lived ; and I 
asked again if you lodged there, — if it was 
— I've foi^otten bow." 

" Dean Street, Soho," prompted Hugh. 

" Yes ; and they told me a little further 
on. I was very tired, and my feet was very 
■ore. But on I went, and I met an old man, 
and he stopped me to know what I wanted, 
and he brought me here. O, how glad I 
was when they said yes, this time ! And I 
have found you at last ! O, I'm always such 
a lucky boy ! Margery will smile again ; 
come back now ! " And springing from his 
seat, he seized Hugh's arm. 

Deeply alTected by this recital, Hugh, un- 
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able to speak, shook him warmly by the 
hand. His simple devotion to his sister, ev- 
ident by this long and weary journey in her 
behalf, would never be forgotten by him, 
whose love for Ma^aret could alone exceed 
her brother's. 

Hugh's reply was interrupted by the en- 
trance of Sarah with a tray of refreshments 
for Walter, which, in answer to Hugh's 
astonished gaze, she said her mistress or- 
dered, and that she — Mrs. Ripley — wished 
to speak to him for a few moments in her 
own room. Bidding Sarah remain with 
Walter, and persuade him to take the su»- 
tenance which his weariness rendered so 
necessary, Hugh went to his mother. She 
had been evidently weeping, and at this un- 
usual proof of feeling, Hugh's astonishment 
was great ; but, before he could inquire its 
cause, she spoke : — 

" Hugh, my dear, good son t how can I 



s^d J, Google 



9b THE DBSAH CHINTZ. 

Aank you ? What a lesson you have taught 
me I I have leaint from that poor boy tbo 
sacrifice you have made for me ; aod I will 
not, must Dot, be behiudband iu geuerosity. 
Go, I beseech you, at once to that pooi giil ; 
marry hei, Hugh, as you had meant to do ; 
bring her here, until yon find her a more 
fitting home. She shall receive a mother's 
welcome, aud you, my boy, a mother's 
blessing. No words, no excuses," she said, 
interrupting him as he was about to reply ; 
" you have no faith, perhaps, in sudden 
reformation. Let me tell you, it has not 
been sudden : since you first sought me out, 
and 80 generously spent your hardly-earned 
money in my behalf, I awoke to the sense 
of the miserable existence I had been pass- 
ing, and envied you the happiness you must 
feel in thus bestowing it on others — I little 
thought at what a sacrifice ; and now I will 
not keep you a moment longer from your 
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OVB happioesa. Qo back with this poor 
child ; and when we meet agaiu, let it be 
vith your wife. Don't be alaimed; we 
shall find eaough for us all. Go, my boy, 
go ! " She wrung his hand warmly ; would 
bear no words; and in another half hour 
Hugh and Walter were on their way back. 

The lai^, red, harrest moon was, in its 
undisturbed and tranquil beauty, gazing 
down on a scene of anxiety and confusion, 
for the whole vill^e was up and searching 
for the missing Walter. For some hours 
Mai^aret had imagined he had only gone on 
one of his long wanderings, and, till late in 
the erening, did not become anxious ; for, 
poor girl t there was a feeling of such utter 
desolation at her heart, that she bore every 
thing with a passive indifference, from which 
she felt it impossible to rouse herself. But, 
as the night came on, she grew painfully 
anxious ; and the neighbors, who all loved 
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Walter, went out ia numbers to search for 
him, but in vain. 

That night, and the whole of next day 
and night, they ceased not their search, outil 
Margaret's agony of terror rendered her so 
ill that i^e could not pursue it further ; and 
Mrs. Hopwood, wfao had been very kind to 
her, sat up with her the whole night Early 
in the morning, she left her to arrange her 
own house ; and Margaret rose and sat by 
the window, to catch the first glimpse of 
him for whom she watched so anxiously. 

The horn of the stage-coach rang on the 
clear morning air, stopping at the inn close 
by ; and then a voice, a joyous voice, sing- . 
ing a wild song, which made Mai^aret 
spring from the seat and fly to open the 
door. But her senses seemed to forsake her, 
as two figures stood before her; and she 
remembered no more until warm and fervent 
words awoke her to consciousness, "uid, 
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opemng her eyes, she found heiself supported 
in the aims of Hugh Ripley, with her dear 
Walter standing beside her. 

They had much to say, — much to ex- 
I^ain on both sides, — and their long con- 
versation ended of what had passed, they 
began to talk of anangemeats for the future ; 
and it was settled they should all go at once 
to town ; Margaret remaining with Mrs. 
Ripley until her term of mourning for her 
poor father was ended ; that, in the mean 
while, Hugh should stay in the Woodcote 
house, which, having been Ford's own prop- 
erty, was left to his daughter,^ and where, of 
course, they would eventually return and 
reside. And Margaret would now have been 
perfectly happy, but for the painful recollec- 
tion that hei father had died with a bad im- 
pression of Hugh. ■ As he was insensible for 
many days before he died, Margaret never 
beard the sentence, the cruel sentence, re- 
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Toked which forbade her writing to him. 
" And I could not, dear Hugh," she said, 
lifting her beautiful, tearful eyes to his face, 
" do that wheD he was gone which he ob- 
jected to whilst he lived; could I, dear 
Hugh?" 

" No, my darling ; but I was hardly used. 
However, that is past now ; we have both 
suffered much ; but it will make as appre- 
ciate more than ever our coming bapiness ; 
and shall we not, more than ever, love dear 
Walter, who has dcme so much for us 
both} But for him, Margaret, we mi^t 
□ever have met again." 

" I cannot love him more ; but I dudt 
never fo^et what he has done," said Marga- 
ret. "His simple act of love for me de- 
sbvyed Uie wall of pride you had built up 
between us, Hugh ; and I have, indeed, good 
need to bless and thank him." 
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It is New Year's eve again ; a twelve- 
ntontb has rolled away since Hugh sat so 
moodily, so hopelessly in his lodging. Where 
shall we fiad him now ? There is a bright, 
a very bright light in that cottage near the 
church, once inhabited by old Ford : we 
will look for him there. There had need 
be a bright light ; for what a log of wood 
was blazing and crackling on those old 
dt^sf It throws a ruddy glow on the 
faces of the inmates of the room. Is he 
there? Yes, standing with one ann thrown 
round his young wife, the other raised in 
the attitude of 'commanding silence. On 
the ground, his head on his sister's lap, 
twining his hat with holly, is Walter ; and 
OQ the other side of the fire a lady sits, with 
her work id h^r hand- — not working at 
that moment, b^t listening, as the others 
are. 

On the still night air comes the booming 
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sound of the church clock, striking midnight. 
At the last stroke, the chimes burst forth. 

" Ood bless you, my gentle Margaret, and 
send you many happy years ! And God be 
thanked that, as my wife, I may thus clasp 
you to my heart, and breathe this earnest 
prayer, vhich, last year, I uttered so hope- 
lessly." 

" When yon hare done kissing Margaret, 
my son, I should like to kiss you," said Mrs. 
Ripley, " and tell you," she continued, her 
eyes filling with tears, as Hugh moved from 
his wife, and put his arm affectionately 
round his mother, " how I thank you for all 
you hare done for me ; how I contrast this 
Kew Tear's eve with the one I passed a 
twelvemonth since, alone in that dreary 
house. I owe this happy change to you, 
my son ; and may you -be rewarded by 
many, many happy years to come." 

" Thank yon, dear mother ! How in- 
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debted we all are to oae anotbei, and to 
Done more than our dear Walter; to him I 
owe my present position, my wife, and all I 
most value." 

" Even BE does not live in vain, Hugh," 
said MargEtiet in a low voice to ber husband, 
half smiling as she spoke. 

" Margery ! do not remind me of m7 
folly. Experience has shown me that the 
mighty Creator of all made nothing in vain ; 
that all earthly events are directed by imerr* 
ing wisd<«n and infinite love ; and that a 
humble dependence on that wisdom, and per- 
fect faith in that love, is the only sure way 
of securing to all the utmost amount of hap- 
piness which is permitted us in this world." 

" Well, my dear Hugh," said Mrs. Ripley, 
" I hope you will meet the reward your 
goodness and talent deserve." 

" My dear mother, I consider myself more 
than rewarded." 
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" I do not ; the extraordinary sensation 
created by your Chintz should have made 
you, by this time, an independent man ; and 
I consider Mr. Longman has been most nn- 
fair to you." 

"Well," said Hugh, laughing, '"we will 
not discuss this topic at so late an hour, for I 
know it is a sore point with you. I have 
arrived at a greater amount of happiness 
than I ever ventured to hope for, and I am 
contented. So now, dear mother, let me 
i^y Heaven that we may not be worse off 
next year, and I think we shall have nothing 
to complain of; and then to bed." 

The next morning, all were astir early. 
Walter was off to the wood to seek for his 
gifts ; and each member of the little house- 
hold had some business to transact, as they 
had company to dinner. At the early post 
came a letter for Hugh, from his employer, 
Mr. Longman, — no uncommon occurrence, 
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for he often wrote to him. But h« bad 
scarcely come to the concludon, ere, with a 
face of mysterious import, he called his wife 
and mother to hear its contents. 

It began by expressing, in very warm 
terms, his high opinion of Hugh's character 
and talent, and of the nnbonnded and ex- 
traordinary popularity of his Chintz pattern, 
which, being so great, he (Mr. Longman) 
felt he ought, in justice, to make Mr. Ripley 
a sharer in the enormous profits ; and con- 
etuded by begging hia acceptance of on 
enclosed check, many mote of which he 
hoped to hare the pleasure of sending him. 

Amazed and delighted at this stroke of 
good fortune, Hugh wrote a warm letter of 
thanks to Mr. Longman ; and the following 
New Year found him and his sweet wife in 
comfortable independence, indebted for it to 
the miraculous, and henceforth so called, 
DREAM CHINTZ. 
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Tes, loi^ years have passed since then : 
many other wonders of far greater magni- 
tade have engaged attention. The beauti- 
ful pattern is extinct ,* and Ma^aret, Hugh, 
and poor Walter sleep beneath " those gray 
stones ; " but the oldest inhabitant of Wood-- 
cote, every New Year's ere, takes from her 
treafiures a small piece of Chintz, and tells 
her vonderiog and attentive Ifttle grand- 
children how the Fairies made that pattern 
for her great grandfather ; and how, on 
moonlight nights, they borer over bis grave, 
and that of her great-uncle, whom they 
always loved and took care of — simple 
Walter Fori 
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